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 Sarah sat on the high
backed chair in her studio. Tommy, her engineer waved at her
through the glass, his hands lifted in the air, all ten fingers up.
Now nine fingers, eight, seven…When Tommy got to three, Sarah took
a deep breath. When he finished and pointed at her with an
exaggerated flourish, she leaned toward the microphone.

“Hello radio fans, and welcome to another
episode of The Wife Swap Chronicles. I’m your host, Sarah Greggor,
and this is the show where normal people just like you share your
tales of swinging. If it’s hot, I want to hear it. If it’s funny, I
want to hear that, too. Whatever your experiences in the lifestyle
that was alternative in the sixties and seventies and is
practically commonplace now. No holds barred—that’s holds, Bob, not
holes!”

She turned and nodded to her guest, a lovely
woman of about twenty eight with long dark hair that cascaded down
her shoulders in great waves. “Today I’m here with Jill X. She’s
going to share her first swinging adventure with us. Welcome,
Jill.”

Jill looked a little nervous. She was
blushing. Sarah thought it made her look adorable. When she spoke
in a second of two, her voice wavered a little. “Hi Sarah. Thanks
for having me.” Sarah loved the way her mouth moved.

“I know you’re nervous, Jill, so just relax
and tell us in your own words about your experiences.” Jill took a
deep breath, held it for a moment, and then let it out slowly.
Finally, she spoke.

“Okay…Here goes…”

***

My husband and I never talked about being
swingers, not once. It kind of just happened. Bob came home from
work one Friday afternoon and mentioned that he was in charge of
entertaining a client for his firm. The client had arrived in town
on vacation with his wife but agreed to stay over one more day to
meet with the firm. That was Friday. To make it happen though, he
would have to stay in town until Sunday, and that meant Bob and I
would have them over to our place on Saturday for a barbecue.

The client had agreed to a trial purchase of
my husband’s technology, and if it worked out, they’d end up being
the firm’s biggest client, so we were to show them a good time. We
have a lovely house with a beautiful pool, and a built in backyard
bar and barbecue, so we knew we could do the job, and that night, I
went shopping to make sure the bar was stocked, the barbecue was
ready to go, and everything would be perfect.

Bob’s client arrived the next day about
noon, and I was floored. He could have been Bob’s brother in looks.
Bob has long, sandy blonde hair and a square jaw that makes him
look like some kind of a movie tough guy. Andrew had the same look.
Both of them are fit and built like boxers, so that was pretty
amazing too. What really amazed me was that they had the same
steel-blue eyes. They weren’t like twins, but they were both
incredibly hot and I was turned on right away.

That wasn’t it, though. Andy’s wife Sharon
was stunning. She had long, straight red hair that hung all the way
down to her ass. She was wearing one of those wrap-around sarongs
and a tank top. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could see the
outline of her breasts, nipples and all, beneath the thin red
cotton top. The sarong was a lovely flower pattern, and she had it
wrapped in a way that accentuated her waist and hips. I had never
been with a woman, but I had fantasized about it, and Sharon was
exactly the kind of woman I fantasized about.

We made small talk, and Bob fixed us drinks.
We headed to the backyard, and sat for a while drinking while Bob
and Andy hovered at the Barbecue cooking steaks. I asked Sharon if
she would like to go swimming, and she smiled, stood up, and
dropped the sarong. Beneath it, she had on a tiny string bikini,
and it left nothing to the imagination! For a moment, I just stared
at her perfect body with the tiny heart-shaped ass and couldn’t say
anything. Finally, I stammered that I’d go get towels and my own
suit and I rushed to the bedroom.

I picked the sexiest suit I could because I
didn’t want to be outdone. I know I have a great body. I have
curves with tone, and my breasts are big and natural and still
firm. My ass is probably my best feature, so I picked up my own
thong bikini and a tiny top that barely contained my tits. I walked
back out with some towels, and placed them on the deck chair.

Sharon smiled at me, and she lifted off her
top. She was just standing there, her perfect breasts right in
front of me, and I couldn’t help but breathe in sharply. “Sorry,
Jill,” she said, “I don’t have a top with me.”

I muttered something about it being okay,
and that’s when we noticed the men had stopped talking. I looked
over at them. They were staring at Sharon and I. Sharon smiled back
with a completely sexy and lusty look, and I did my best to mimic
it. Then, she ran to the pool and dove in. I couldn’t believe how
hot her body looked as she did. I wanted to match it, so I ran and
did my own sexy dive.

We swam around for a while before we ended
up against the side of the pool, wrestling and splashing each
other. The next thing I knew, our lips were on each other. I don’t
know if I kissed her first or if she kissed me first, but the
feeling of her hands on my body and her lips on mine was
incredible. She was backed up against the wall, and she wrapped her
legs around my waist as our tongues explored each other’s mouth. I
could taste the soft sweetness of the claret we’d been drinking,
and it just made it all more sexy and stimulating.

It was the first time I had ever made out
with a woman, and it was amazing. Her hands were on my neck and
running through my wet hair, and I gripped the side of the pool as
she ground herself against my waist. I could feel her nipples, hard
against my body, and I knew that mine were getting as hard as a
rock as well. I kissed her neck and her mouth, and I couldn’t
believe how turned on I was!

As I kissed her, I felt a shadow and pulled
away. There was Bob kneeling at the side of the pool. I had
forgotten he was there, and I think I turned bright red as he
stared at us. I was going to say something, but he leaned down,
pulled Sharon’s head back and put his mouth on hers. I swear to
God, I almost came at the sight of my husband kissing another
woman. I was a little bit in shock, but I felt a hand on my
shoulder, and I was pulled away from Sharon and turned around.

It was Andrew. He was in the pool and naked.
He smiled at me and said, “You’re overdressed.” His hands reached
for my top and pulled it off. Before I could say anything, he had
plunged down and I felt him pull my thong off as well. When he came
back up, his arms were around my waist and his lips were on mine. I
was shocked and a little unsure, but I was so damned turned on,
that I just went with it. He walked us to the side of the pool,
still kissing me.

When we got there, he lifted me up, and I
could see that Bob was naked now, and Sharon was on the deck
kneeling in front of him, her mouth on his cock. Bob has a very
nice-sized dick, so I was amazed at how easily Sharon took it into
her mouth. Watching the head and then the shaft disappear past her
pretty lips and seeing her push all the way down until her nose was
buried in his pubic hair and his balls rested on her chin was the
most incredible thing I had ever seen! This beautiful redhead was
taking all seven and a half inches into her throat like it was just
a piece of licorice! Bob was groaning like hell.

Andrew climbed out of the pool and
approached me and I suddenly understood why Sharon had no problem
with Bob’s cock. Andrew’s was impossibly large. I swear it had to
be nine inches or more. I stared at it transfixed as he walked up
and I tentatively reached out to stroke it. It felt so thick and
big. I opened my mouth, and I had trouble just getting the head in
my mouth, but I began to bob back and forth until I was able to get
deeper and deeper. Finally, I went for broke. I grabbed his ass
cheeks, and God, they were like steel! I just pushed and pushed and
felt his cock entering my throat.

I gagged and had to stop, but Andrew just
smiled at me, pushed me back onto the deck, and buried his face
between my legs. When his tongue hit my clit, I thought I would
come instantly, but he was perfect, he knew just how to keep me on
the edge. In this position, I could get a good view of Bob and
Sharon, and they had switched up, too. Bob was on his back, and
Sharon was on top of him, in a reverse cowgirl position.

I don’t know if I’ve ever seen anything
sexier than watching my husband’s cock pushing in and out of her
tiny pussy. She had a little tuft of red hair right above her
pussy, and I watched it as she bounced up and down on top of him.
She reached down and began to rub her clit as she fucked Bob, and I
lost it. I screamed as my orgasm hit me, bucking up against
Andrew’s mouth and grabbing his hair with both hands.

He kept his tongue moving, and I squeezed my
eyes shut because the orgasm was so powerful. Then, I felt him
withdraw, and I opened my eyes right at the sight of Bob furiously
fucking upward into Sharon. I heard Sharon shout, “Oh, Fuck! I’m
coming!” but I lost all sense of everything a second later because
Andrew was suddenly on top of me and pushing his giant cock into my
pussy.

I had never felt so filled up in all of my
life! I felt stretched to the limit, and the orgasm that had just
started to fade came right back up in full swing, my whole body
tensing and arching under the assault of Andrews huge dick. I
wrapped my legs around his waist and fucked him back furiously,
amazed at the sensations coursing through me. I heard Bob in the
background groaning. It was his “about to come” groan and I looked
over at him.

“Fuck, I’m going to come!”

“In her mouth, Bob,” Andrew grunted the
words. “You haven’t lived until you’ve seen your wife swallow
another man’s load.” As if to prove the point, he suddenly pulled
out of me and pulled me down, roughly grabbing my hair and forcing
his cock into my mouth. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught
movement and heard Sharon’s moans suddenly cut off with a muffled
sound and I knew Bob was doing the same.

Andrew wasn’t gentle, and I had to struggle
not to gag as his already giant cock got impossibly bigger in my
mouth, and suddenly he was spurting inside of me. I could feel
great torrents of his semen splashing into my mouth, over my
tongue, and at my throat. I did my best to swallow as he came, but
he was coming so fast and so much that I couldn’t keep it all in,
some just trickled down my chin.

Finally, he pulled out, and I swallowed the
rest. I glanced over at Bob and Sharon just in time to see her
swallowing as well. Everyone was breathing hard as Sharon crawled
over to me and kissed me. I could taste the semen and had no idea
if it was Bob’s or Andy’s or both.

That was my first time. We stayed naked for
most of the day and had another, more gentle session later. We’ve
known Andy and Sharon for three years now, and they’re in town two
or three times a year on business, and we always get together. From
that day on, though, Bob and I have wife swapping nights at least
once a month.

***

Jill was flushed by the time she finished,
and Sarah smiled at her as she said, “Well, there you have it
folks, a hot and steamy first time swinging experience. We want to
hear yours, too, so drop us a line if you want to tell your
story.”

As the show’s bumper music started, Sarah
smiled at Jill. “You did great sweetie.”

Jill smiled. “Thanks. I was nervous.”

Sarah looked at Jill’s beautiful face. “You
know, maybe my husband and I could come by sometime to…um…do a
little more research for the show.”

Jill looked up and down Sarah’s body and
smiled. “I’m sure Bob would love that.”

In the engineer’s booth, Tommy was waving,
and Sarah prepared for the next segment as Jill got up to leave.
Sarah almost messed up the segment, though, when Jill pressed a
paper into her hand. Sarah looked at the address and felt a
stirring between her legs.
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Sarah Greggor sighed as she turned to her
guest with an embarrassed smile. Tommy was working furiously in the
control booth. “I’m sorry, Sally. This hasn’t happened before.” The
long-haired blonde beauty in front of Sarah smiled in return.

“It’s just one of those things, Sarah, so
don’t worry about it.”

It had been horrible. Right in the middle of
her radio show, the microphones had blown and Tommy was busy trying
to get older microphones synced up. In the meantime, Sarah’s
listeners were hearing classic rock and reassuring messages that
the popular alternative radio show The Wife Swap Chronicles would
be right back.

Finally, Tommy knocked on the window from
the booth and held his hands up, counting down from ten. Sarah
sighed, turned her chair around, and spoke when Tommy reached zero.
“And welcome back, everyone. I’d say I was sorry for the technical
difficulty, but it gave me time for a quickie with Tommy in the
control booth.” She winked at Sally, who giggled for a moment. “I’m
here with Sally, our guest, and before the break, she was telling
us about the special birthday gift she gave to her husband’s friend
Andy. It was—”

“Adam, Sarah.”

“I’m sorry?”

Sally leaned in, her hair brushing across
the microphone but not making noise. “His name is Adam, not
Andy.”

It was Sarah’s turn to giggle. “Sorry, that
means that Tommy really had an impact on me. Anyway, you had just
arrived at Adam’s house. Why don’t you let me and the listeners
know what happened then.”

“It would be my pleasure.”

***

I took my husband’s hand as we walked to the
Bergman’s door. “Now, you remembered the gift right?”

Frank just looked at me like I was a
babbling crazy. I shrugged. I had just wanted to make sure we were
on the same page.

We got to the door and rang the bell. Jaime
answered the door and smiled brightly when she saw us. I don’t mean
to brag, but I was looking exceptional that night and I knew it. I
was wearing a sleeveless midnight blue blouse that allowed viewers
to get a peek of my braless breasts in the right light. My skirt
was snug and helped push up my pert ass in an inviting way. Of
course, it was all part of the plan.

My eyes walked greedily over Jaime as she
turned and led us into the house. She was wearing jeans and they
were tight enough to let me see the curving crease of her ass
cheeks. The green blouse that she was wearing was virtually without
a back and gave me a wonderful view of her smooth, copper-tanned
back and shoulders. Her short blond hair lightly caressed her neck,
swinging back and forth above her shoulders as she walked. It made
me reach for Frank’s hand and give it a squeeze.

We walked into the living room and found the
birthday boy, Adam, sitting on the couch, his long legs stretched
out in front of him. Slowly, he unfolded his lanky body from the
cushions and got up to shake Frank’s hand and to give me a quick
hug. When he wrapped his arms around me, I breathed in his manly
smell and gave him an extra squeeze. “Happy birthday, Adam.”

I left Frank with Adam and went into the
kitchen to offer Jaime my help. When I walked in, I saw she was
busily adding the candles to his cake and I once again admired the
beauty of my friend. Her lean arms were moving and I had a flash of
myself being wrapped in them. “Hey, need any help?”

She turned and smiled at me. “Nah, I think
I’ve just about got the inferno ready.”

She had put a good amount of candles on the
cake, I noticed. “Well, go ahead and light them and I’ll get the
lights off in the living room.”

I turned and hurried back out to where the
guys were still sitting, now engaged in conversation about some new
car on the market. I shook my head and flipped off the lights.
Right behind me, Jaime entered with the chocolate cake ablaze, her
attractive face lit by the candles, making her seem like some
beautiful specter.

“Happy birthday to you . . .” She began
singing and we joined in. Adam even joined us on the last line as
Jaime set the cake on the coffee table in front of him. Her husband
pulled her close as he closed his eyes and blew out the
candles.

I looked over at Frank and then back to the
loving couple on the couch. “What did you wish for?”

“I’m afraid I can’t answer that, vital
secrets that might unravel the fabric of the universe and all
that.” Adam grinned over the head of his wife at me.

I nodded. “I understand. We wouldn’t want to
put anything at risk here.”

“Exactly.” He let his wriggling wife go so
she could get plates and silverware from the kitchen.

When Jaime returned, I decided I needed to
put things into gear. I stood up and joined her by the cake,
watching her lean over to make the first cut. Her blouse tented
open enough to let me see her little breasts and I thought how they
would just fill the palm of my hands. I was ready.

I leaned forward before Jaime could stand
back up and I grabbed her head with my hands. Not giving her time
to react, I pressed my lips onto her full ones, pushing my tongue
into her sweet mouth in a long kiss.

We were right at Adam’s eye level and I
could hear his gasp as my lips munched at his wife’s mouth.
Continuing to give her little nibbles and kisses, I straightened
and brought her up with me, moving our bodies close together.
Behind us, I could hear Frank walk up and I pulled my lips away
from hers.

Leaving Jaime in Frank’s hands, I turned to
Adam sitting on the couch and stood in front of him. Looking down
at him, I could see his eyes scanning my tight body and the hunger
that was growing in them. Leaning forward, I bent down and kissed
him, putting my hands on his shoulders as I straddled him.
Instantly, I could feel just how aroused Adam was. His cock was
already fighting to break free of his jeans, pushing hard against
the fabric and poking into my thigh.

I adjusted myself and pressed my crotch down
hard onto his. I reached for one of his hands and pulled it down to
my crotch, as well. When his fingers touched bare pussy and he
realized I wasn’t wearing underwear, he groaned against my
mouth.

Suddenly, I heard Jaime cry out and looked
over to see Frank standing behind her, his hands rubbing and
squeezing her tits and his mouth biting at her neck. I watched as
his hands ran down and unzipped her jeans, yanking them roughly off
her and pulling them to her knees. I smiled when I saw his hand
slip into her panties and work at her pussy. Her open-mouthed moan
made my own pussy twinge in sympathy.

Feeling hands on my own breasts, I turned
back to the birthday boy. Adam had gained some confidence watching
his wife with my husband and seemed to now be ready to get going.
His hands grasped my breasts through my blouse, tweaking and
rubbing at my nipples, making them poke through the fabric like two
little bullets. I moved myself against him and then pulled away and
slipped from his lap to land on my knees, my face directly in front
of his crotch.

Deftly, I undid his jeans and pulled until
they slid to his ankles. He had to raise his ass from the couch as
I did this and I leaned forward to put my mouth on him through his
underwear before yanking those off as well and fully releasing his
dick.

He was huge and I thought that Jaime was
definitely a lucky girl. Of course, I had Frank and he was always
wonderfully filling for my appetite. I took Adam’s cock in my hands
and leaned forward, beginning to slurp at him greedily, licking his
shaft up and down and circling the head before I finally swallowed
it whole, my lips touching down at the base of his cock.

Adam groaned and lifted higher from the
couch, pushing even more deeply into my throat and making me gag. I
pulled off, leaving a trail of saliva as I stood and turned my back
to him. Undoing my skirt, I slipped it over my lovely curving hips,
waving my ass in his face as I did so. When my skirt hit the floor,
I didn’t have to make a move because Adam’s hands were already at
my waist and were pulling me to his lap to straddle him once
more.

Facing this way, I was able to watch my
husband bend Jaime over and lift one of her toned legs into the
air, exposing her sweet pink pussy lips. Squatting down, Frank
quickly gave those lips a few long licks, making Jaime jump and
shake in his grasp. Standing back up, he thrust his thick cock into
her folds and began to fuck her so hard her feet were coming off
the ground and she had to grasp the chair arms for support.

My own pussy was being pummeled by Adam’s
long shaft. I leaned back against him to force his cock to thrust
along my most sensitive spot, and instantly I felt my pussy begin
to twitch and tighten. I closed my eyes, focusing on this
incredible build-up of orgasmic power, and when I opened them, I
saw that Frank had swung Jaime around and walked her in our
direction, his dick firmly planted in her cunt all the while.

Jaime’s face was now directly in front of my
pussy as her husband’s dick was sliding in and out of it with deep
thrusts. Without hesitation, she moved her mouth forward and
planted her lips on her husband’s bouncing balls, and I could feel
the tightening and rolling reaction that moved his cock as he sank
it deep inside me. He breathed hard against my neck and I reached a
hand downward to rub at my clit and join in the heightened
excitement. Jaime merely batted my hand out of the way and moved
her mouth up to my swollen clit, sucking it with her soft lips and
caressing it with her tongue.

That was it for me. I cried out and wrapped
my hands in her blond hair to force her harder against me as the
waves of my orgasm rolled through every bit of my body. At the same
time, though, my husband ripped Jaime from my grasp and threw her
down on the couch, leaving her head to just hang over the arm. He
straddled her face and shoved his cock into her mouth. I could see
her throat bulge with his size and saw her body wriggle on the
couch cushions.

I fell to the side and Adam maneuvered out
from under me as I got on my hands and knees to bury my face in my
friend’s juicy cunt. She tried to scream around my husband’s cock
and, I could tell by her tightening stomach muscles that she was on
the verge of coming. Adam slipped behind me just as his wife’s body
jumped and arched against my mouth, shaking with her own
orgasm.

Almost as if they had planned it, both Adam
and Frank pulled away from us and brought us to our hands and knees
on the floor. Standing above us, they took their cocks in their
hands in time to pump their semen all over our upturned faces.
Finishing as we had begun, Jaime and I turned to each other to lick
and kiss our husbands’ come from our faces.

It was a memorable birthday for Adam and
perhaps the best gift I’ve ever given.

***

“Wow,” Sarah breathed into the microphone.
“I guess I know who I’ll be inviting to my next birthday
party.”

Sally laughed. “I’ll be bringing more than a
birthday card, Sarah.”

Sarah smiled at her guest. “Okay, everyone.
We’ll take calls next, but pay attention to our sponsors in the
meantime. Remember, the swinger lifestyle is becoming much more
common and joy is only a swap away!” She clicked the button on the
microphone and heard the bumper music come on.

“August 25th.” Sally’s voice was
playful.

Sarah turned to her. “What?”

“August 25th. That’s your
birthday. It’s on the calendar in the office outside. I’ll mark the
date.” Sarah watched as Sally stood and walked to the door, her
beautiful heart-shaped ass perfect beneath the denim.
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The light in the little studio was
bright red and the words ON AIR glowed in a yellowish hue. Sarah
Greggor sat in front of the microphone listening to the commercial
for Lindsey’s Lingerie and Adult Playthings. They’d been one of the
first sponsors, and it had been Lindsey herself who had steered
Sarah’s current guest to the wildly popular Wife Swap Chronicles
radio show. Sarah smiled as the commercial ended and the dance beat
bumper music played as her cue to start up the show.

She winked at her guest, a lovely
woman with an incredible body. She had sandy blond hair that hung
in ringlets, a beautiful pouty mouth, and Sarah hadn’t failed to
notice a perfect ass that just begged to be squeezed. Sarah leaned
into the microphone, “Welcome to the show, swingers. It’s the Wife
Swap Chronicles. I’m your host Sarah Greggor, and today we have a
very special guest, Janice, who is going to tell us all about the
kind of vacation that makes for a great marriage.”

Sarah gestured toward the microphone
and Janice leaned forward. Sarah caught a whiff of her subtle
perfume and smiled. “Okay, Janice. It’s all you. Tell us about your
trip.”

Janice breathed in. “I’d been worried
about my marriage for a while…”

***

It had been my husband’s idea to get
away from the grind of life for a while and just enjoy living a
bit. You know all the clichés right, kids and jobs and in-laws
become too much and you just have to get away? Well, we were in
definite need of some R&R. Our relationship, physically
especially, was becoming empty of any connection.

Well, anyway, I let Gordon handle the
details and on the following weekend, after I had tucked our two
kids away with my sister, we hopped on a plane and flew down to
this little island paradise that my husband had found on the
web.

It was just as gorgeous as it had
looked online. Blue skies, blue water and white sandy beaches for
miles and miles. It was so quiet and peaceful that the first two
days I felt like I was suffering withdrawal symptoms from all the
normal chaos of my life. It was wonderful.

There weren’t too many other
vacationers there at this time of year, which made it even nicer,
but we had noticed a young couple who looked like they were on
their honeymoon or something. They were at the hotel restaurant our
first night there and I couldn’t help but point them out to my
husband. “Check out the lovebirds. Remember when we were like that?
What happened?”

Gordon shrugged as he ate his steak.
“A mortgage and kids?”

“Yeah, right, of course. Smart ass.” I
play slapped his arm and he grinned at me.

It was true, though, we really had let
our love life go.

So, on the third day, we were out
exploring the beach wearing our brand new suits. I was admiring my
husband’s toned body and thinking how lucky I was that he hadn’t
decided to grow a paunch and let himself go. I looked down at my
own body and thought he wasn’t getting a bad exchange. At
thirty-two, I still fit a bikini rather nicely, and my ass looked
especially good in the tiny bikini bottom.

“Hey, hello there.” I heard the voice
hailing us and looked up from my own ass and felt a blush rise to
my cheeks to have been caught in the act. My husband and I looked
up the beach and spotted the couple from the restaurant. They were
waving and walking in our direction.

As they got closer, my husband grabbed
my hand and I watched his jaw hit the sand. Both of them were
completely naked and, I must say that what was on display was very
nice.

The guy started trotting up, sending
his rather large dick into jumping jacks. I blushed and averted my
eyes, but only for a moment. Come on, I’m human, and it wasn’t like
my husband wasn’t busy staring at the huge bouncing wonders on the
front of the lovely brunette.

When they reached the little alcove my
husband and I had been exploring, they stopped and introduced
themselves, giggling a little, I think, at the older folks with the
gaping mouths. “Hey, we saw you guys the other night. I’m Felix and
this is my new bride, Lira.”

We shook hands, trying to look
anywhere but at them directly. Felix laughed, and I noticed he had
sweet little dimples at the corners of his mouth. Instantly, my
mind was wondering if he had dimples anywhere else and I blushed
and turned away. “It’s okay, I know sometimes Americans are not
comfortable with this kind of thing, but it is a clothing optional
beach. Lira and I like to enjoy the freedom.”

Gordon shrugged and tried to act
casual. “Oh, we’re totally okay with it, we just decided to be a
little more, um, covered, today.”

Lira smiled and took his hand. “No
problem. We understand.” She turned to walk toward a grouping of
large rocks that formed part of the alcove. She kept my husband’s
hand and towed him along behind her.

 

“Um, I don’t . . .” I didn’t finish
what I was saying because Felix had grabbed me and pulled me to him
for a deep kiss. I felt his full lips and then his tongue slipping
into my mouth to run along my teeth and over my own tongue. I
closed my eyes and shivered in his arms.

“You are very beautiful.” He whispered
against my mouth and then he pulled away and took my hand to follow
his wife and my husband to the rocks.

As we walked up, I saw Gordon lying on
his back with Lira stretched out on top of him. The lovely curve of
her bronzed ass rose just at his crotch. They were kissing
passionately and Lira’s hands were brushing over his bare chest,
making his nipples hard and tight.

I would have stared at the sight
forever if Felix hadn’t pulled at my bikini string and drawn my top
from my breasts. I covered them self-consciously, but he shook his
head and leaned down to kiss my fingers as he pried my hands away
from their fullness.

Expertly, Felix put his sweet mouth on
my right nipple and sucked and nibbled at it until it was so hard
the feel of his tongue became almost painful. I moaned and swayed
and he caught me, letting me fall gently to the sand. He moved to
my other breast and again began to suck, sending ripples of
incredible sensation straight to my pussy. I closed my eyes and
arched my back, pushing my body along his.

Then, I heard my husband cry out and I
looked quickly over to see that Lira had slid her body downward and
now had my husband’s dick fully in her small mouth. Her cheeks were
bulging like crazy and I could hear gagging sounds, but she was
hungrily sucking with no let up. My husband’s hands were combing
the sand as he bucked under her.

Felix turned my head and smiled at me.
He moved his own body down mine and when he reached my shaved mound
underneath the bikini bottoms, he took his mouth, grabbed the top
of the cloth and slid it down over my hips, returning to kiss
gently at my pussy. The soft, silky touch of his lips on that
sensitive area made me cry out and arch my back, much as my husband
had done with Lira.

I looked over to see what they were
doing. I saw that Lira had moved back up and she was now straddling
my husband’s face, moving her pussy over his mouth and nose. His
hands were gripping her ass and squeezing rhythmically as she
pressed down on him. After a bit, she rolled off him and got on
hands and knees facing me, reaching behind her to grab at my
husband and pull him up behind her. She wiggled her ass and he got
the idea. I saw him thrust his hips forward and heard Lira groan
and then I felt Felix’s tongue delve deep into my own folds and
turned back to him.

He worked his tongue like a small
cock, thrusting it in and circling inside my soft wet walls before
pulling out again. Every so often, his tongue would flash to my
clit and give it a long lick, driving a loud moan from me each
time. When I was just about to go out of my mind being on the edge
of orgasm, he stopped and pulled me up from the sand to put me on
hands and knees facing his wife.

Once again, I watched my husband
fucking the tiny bronze beauty, her long dark hair swaying about
her face. Felix’s hands grabbed at my ass, pushing it up and
forward to expose my pussy lips more fully. I felt the head of his
cock press against my wet opening and then, as I watched my husband
thrust forward into Lira, Felix thrust into me, filling me with his
large cock and making me growl as a shudder shook my whole
body.

Felix fucked me hard and massaged and
slapped at my ass as he thrust deep. The sensations were beginning
to overwhelm me and I thought it wouldn’t be long before I was
coming. Suddenly, I saw Lira pull away from my husband and pull him
in our direction. She sat down by my side and sat Gordon facing my
front. My face was now being pushed toward Gordon’s crotch with
each of Felix’s thrusts. I let my tongue playfully reach for his
hard, dripping cock and a few times it touched the tip lightly.
Gordon shivered.

Now, though, Lira reached and stopped
Felix. Taking her husband by the arm, she pulled him onto his ass
in the sand and then grabbed at me. She took my waist in her hands
and pushed me backwards, up and then onto her husband’s cock. He
thrust a few times but then Lira stopped him again. Gordon, getting
anxious by then, came up behind Lira and tried to pull her onto
him, but she put a hand on his chest and made him wait.

Turning back to me, she lifted me off
of her husband again and then bent down and let her tongue push up
into my ass, parting my cheeks and sliding into my tiny hole. The
feeling was incredible, but it didn’t last because Lira got up and
now, together, she and Felix lowered me back onto his cock. This
time, though, it wasn’t my pussy that felt his shaft but my little
puckered star.

As my mouth opened in a shocked
scream, Lira quickly went to my husband and guided his cock to my
exposed pussy. Gordon stared at me with lust-filled eyes, a look I
hadn’t seen in quite a while. Then I was throwing my head back and
groaning as I felt my husband’s cock slide into my pussy, rubbing
against Felix’s dick in my ass.

Lira gave me a deep kiss and then
stood up. She straddled me, pushing between my husband and me and
positioning her pussy right by my face. Grasping my hair, she
pulled my head forward and buried my face in her sticky cunt. I
licked and sucked at her crazily as I got fucked faster and faster
by our husband’s. Finally, it was too much and I moaned into her
clit as I came hard. My body tensed and shuddered between the two
men, and I could feel their cocks throbbing in my tightening holes.
My husband came at the same time as Lira, who began frantically
pumping her swollen, quivering pussy against my face. Felix soon
followed, pushing deep in my tight hole and spurting inside my
squeezing ass as I continued to come.

We fell into a heaving heap and
eventually, we all recovered sufficiently to make our way back to
the hotel, allowing Felix and Lira to pick up their clothes and
towels on the beach along the way.

That day was the beginning of a
renewed love affair for my husband and me. I’d recommend the place
to anybody.

***

Sarah didn’t speak for a while.
Finally, she got the visions of Janice with two men out of her head
and leaned into the microphone. “Well, I guess I should start
planning a vacation. Hey, maybe the Wife Swap Chronicles will have
to give a few away this year. Anyway, we’ll take your calls in a
minute, but Janice, thanks so much for stopping by.”

The bumper music played and Sarah
extended her hand but Janice didn’t shake it. Instead, she leaned
forward and brushed her lips against Sarah’s cheek. “My husband and
I are going to take a cruise next month.” Sarah felt something
pushed into her hand. “Maybe you and your man can come
along.”

With that, Janice turned around and
walked away. Sarah watched her perfect, tight little ass through
her slacks as she stepped out of the studio. She looked down at her
hands and saw a brochure for a Caribbean cruise.

Maybe it was time for a
vacation.
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The air in the studio was cold because
of the new air conditioner Tommy had installed, and Sarah Greggor
wore a sweater. Her guest didn’t, and Sarah could see the outlines
of her nipples against the thin cotton t-shirt the girl wore.
Carole was beautiful, with long hair and tits that made Sarah
shiver. She listened to the bumper music playing while she admired
Carole’s breasts and almost didn’t see Tommy waving frantically as
the music ended.

She smiled at Carole and leaned in
toward the microphone. “Why hello there all you sexy people in the
airwave universe! This is Sarah Greggor, your host, and you’re
listening to the Wife Swap Chronicles, where the men like their
wives hot, and their wives like more than their men!” She noticed
out of the corner of her eye that Carole smiled at that comment,
and it gave her a little thrill. “We’ve got a great show for you
tonight. A little later, I’ll be reviewing the brand new swingers
club, Angry Roses, and at the top of the third hour, we’ll hear
from the Jilted Hobbyist, who will tell us all about his adventures
with hookers in Washington, D.C.” She turned and winked at Carole.
“But first, I have a special treat. My guest today is Carole, and
she’s going to tell us all about her wonderful swinging
experience.”

She turned to Carole. “How are you
today, Carole?”

Carole smiled and giggled a little
nervously. “Hi.”

“Okay, Carole, tell us all about your
adventure.”

Carole took a deep breath. “Okay. It
all started because Carl, my husband, really wanted a hot tub,
so…”

***

Carl had worked his ass off for our
new hot tub and he was incredibly proud of it. I was still in
school, earning my master’s in psychology, so Carl claimed he had
the right to set the rules for its use. I shrugged. It didn’t
bother me if he wanted to act all King Kong over the thing. I just
wanted to be able to relax in it.

Well, the first thing Carl did as
master of his new hot tub was to invite two new subjects to enjoy
his wondrous blessing. He chose Cindy and Mark, the couple down the
street that had just moved in last summer. We had had a few dinner
dates with them, but we still didn’t know them that well. Again, I
didn’t put up a fight. I really didn’t care who he invited, as long
as he didn’t ban me from the glorious relaxing waters.

Of course, I teased him about using
the tub to pick up hot chicks and get them hotter, but we had been
married for six years and he knew my teasing was just teasing.
Still, he got a wicked gleam in his eyes that told me he was up to
something and I began to wonder if that something was going to
involve our expected guests.

Life, though, led me away from
speculation and I got swamped with research for my thesis. Carl,
bless his barely domesticated heart, made all the plans for the
upcoming hot tub inauguration. Yes, that’s right. Carl had
absolutely refused to let even himself or his long suffering wife
use the hot tub before the proper time. Again, if I had been less
distracted by school, I might have caught on sooner to his plan,
but I was plunging through developmental theories concerning
language development in isolated subjects, so I didn’t have time to
analyze Carl’s own development.

The night of the get together, Carl
laid out the outfit he wanted me to wear. It was a little tropical
mini dress that barely came past my ass. He also chose the swimsuit
he wanted me to have on underneath my mini. I had a one piece that
I usually wore when we went to the beach, but he had dug out the
two- piece I had worn on our honeymoon six years earlier. It was
still a surprisingly good fit, and the shimmery, sheer green
material was a good accent to my green eyes. I turned in the mirror
and admired the way the bottom lifted and squeezed my firm ass,
letting the tantalizing curves where my cheeks met my legs show.
From the front, the small triangles of the top covered just enough
of my full breasts to be acceptable in most public places, but my
nipples could clearly be seen as darker circles against the fabric.
My stomach was still toned, and the small tattoo I had on my right
hip peeked out above the string. Of course, just enough fabric
covered my waxed pussy in a tiny triangle and my long legs melded
as beautifully from the front as they did behind. Overall, I felt
pretty good about Carl’s choices.

The doorbell rang just as I was
finishing up, and I heard Carl greet our guests and show them, in
eager tones, to the hot tub in the backyard. Stepping out to join
them, I got a quick view of them from the back before Carl caught
sight of me and called me outside. What I had seen had been pretty
spectacular, and when I got out back with them, I saw that the
front lived up to the back.

Cindy was wearing short shorts that
accented a pert little ass. Her bikini top she had left to serve as
her outfit’s top, showing off her small round breasts to perfect
advantage. Her dark hair was in a ponytail, and I guessed that she
was a few years younger than me. Her husband, Mark, was also
wearing shorts and they rode low on his hips, making his torso look
very lean and long. He had a broad chest covered by a white polo.
His dark hair was cropped close to his head, making his ears stick
out a bit and giving him a sweet boyish charm. They were definitely
a good-looking couple.

Carl made quick reintroductions and
then he broke out the wine. He poured four glasses, handed them
around and then made a toast to the gloriousness of the hot tub. We
drank the hot tub’s health and then each of our own and soon
enough, we were all feeling a slight buzz.

Finally, Carl declared the hot tub
open and turned the knob to get the jets going. Slowly, we
undressed down to our swimsuits, which really required very little
undressing, and I noticed that Mark’s eyes were happily trailing
down my bikini-clad body. I stepped into the water and felt his
stare follow me in.

When I turned around and settled on a
seat, I watched Cindy as she followed me into the water. Her
nipples, I noticed, were instantly two little hard bullets under
her tiny top. Her ponytail trailed out into the water and danced in
the froth from the jets. She slid in close to me and our hips
bumped under the water.

Mark plunged right in; his bare chest
sinking up to his armpits as he relaxed into the water on Cindy’s
other side. His legs stretched out and bumped mine before he sat up
a bit and pulled them back. After fiddling with the dials a little
more, Carl stepped in beside me and put his arm around my waist
under the water.

The warmth of the tub began to
instantly relax us and, after Carl dashed out to retrieve our
glasses and refill them, the wine added to the loose feeling. We
began to giggle and step over each other’s words until a small
silence fell on us.

Suddenly, Cindy waved a hand in front
of her face and breathed a long sigh. “Man, it is very hot. I think
I’d better cool off a little.” She then hoisted herself out of the
tub and sat herself on the edge, leaving her legs to dangle in the
water. She casually leaned over towards Carl and me, giving us an
ample view of her magnificent cleavage. “I get easily
overheated.”

Carl nodded and smiled. Then, without
warning, she leaned even further, across me, and gave Carl a kiss.
It wasn’t a long one, but it was sensuous, with her licking at his
lips as she pulled away. I was stunned and then I was ready to do
some of my own “cooling off.” Pulling myself out of the water, I
stood up and walked around to Mark’s other side and slid back into
the overly warm water again. Turning to face Mark, I pressed my
breasts against him, letting him feel my hard nipples against his
chest. “Mark, I think I’m a little too hot, as well.” It was a
lousy line but, hey, the warm tub and the wine were becoming a
powerful combo.

Mark didn’t wait for me to make the
next move, but simply pulled me onto his lap and reached up to undo
the string around my neck holding my bikini top up. The moment he
pulled the knot loose, my tits fell out and floated free upon the
water. Mark lifted one up into his mouth and began to suck, his
tongue stroking the sensitive little nib with his
tongue.

I was instantly overwhelmed with the
sensation and felt every touch as if it were directly on my pussy.
I wriggled in his lap, shifting my hips back and forth and trying
to get some relief for the sudden ache I was feeling between my
legs.

Carl smiled as he watched Mark and me,
and then he grabbed for Cindy, who had been leaning back with her
eyes closed, and pulled her back into the water, settling her on
top of his lap. She didn’t even open her eyes as he lifted her
bikini top up and off of her pert breasts, letting them bounce in
the water. Carl pulled her head forward and planted her mouth on
his, while his hand took one of her nipples and gave it a twist.
Cindy cried out and jumped, but she kept her mouth on his and let
him squeeze both her breasts tightly in his palms.

Mark now swung me around and lifted me
onto the edge of the tub. He licked the rivulets of water that were
running down the insides of my thighs and I shivered each time he
got close to my pussy. Finally, I grabbed at his head and tried to
force his mouth onto my throbbing cunt, but he pulled away and went
to my feet instead, kissing each toe before he allowed himself to
move up my thigh again.

I was shaking with the desire to have
him touch me, but he steered away again and ducked under my leg
into the water, reemerging at my side and nibbling along my bare
waist as he slipped me back into the water. His hands worked their
way between my legs in the warm, jetting water and finally, I felt
his fingers push past my bikini bottom and slip into my engorged
folds. He held me close as he moved his fingers rapidly inside me
and, almost instantly, I tensed in his arms and my pussy clenched
around his thrusting fingers as I came.

A moan joined mine and I looked to see
Cindy perched on the lip of the hot tub, her legs spread wide as
Carl buried his face in her pink pussy. She was writhing beneath
him, her stomach tensing and her body thrown forward as she came in
unison with me. I didn’t spare her more attention because her
husband, at that moment, moved his fingers out of my pussy and
thrust his cock deep inside me. I had not even noticed that he had
slipped out of his shorts; I had been so fascinated by the sight of
my husband licking another woman. Now, I was only aware of my
sensitive pussy as Mark repeatedly pushed into me from
behind.

Then, waves lapped against us and I
opened my eyes to see Carl moving up to us with Cindy pulled along
with him. Stopping just in front of me, he pulled Cindy around to
the front so that she was the one I was facing. He got behind her
and I watched as he adjusted until, finally, Cindy gasped and moved
forward in the water. I knew that Carl must have just thrust into
her, and she continued to jerk towards me with every thrust. Our
bodies began to press against each other, our breasts meshed
together as they bounced on the water. Our bellies rubbed against
each other under the water as our husbands fucked each other’s wife
hard and fast.

As our husbands began to grunt and
groan and move more urgently, I reached up and brought Cindy’s
mouth to mine. Her lips were soft and she tasted sweet. I felt her
tongue dart in little quick motions in and out of my mouth,
mimicking her husband’s thrusts into my pulsing pussy. I began to
do the same with her, and our moans came out muffled around our
thrusting tongues.

Carl suddenly cried out and pushed
forward roughly, tearing Cindy’s mouth from mine and thrusting her
body upward until her breast was resting on my cheek. A few thrusts
after, Mark pushed deep inside me and began spurting his warm semen
inside my clenching pussy, my orgasm growing again and making me
shudder as I was sandwiched by Mark and Cindy.

After a while, we pulled apart and
made our way to the edge of the tub. Pulling ourselves weakly from
the hot water, we shivered violently in the cool night air. Carl
went and grabbed the towels he had brought out and we wrapped up
and made our way into the house. Carl dried off quickly and then
retreated out to the backyard once again to retrieve the
miscellaneous clothing items that had been tossed aside. Finally,
everyone was toweled off and dressed and Carl and I thanked our
neighbors for a great night and wished them a good
night.

When he had shut the door, Carl turned
and took me in his arms. We kissed for a while, and then I pushed
him back and looked at him, understanding beginning to dawn in my
mind. “You were fiddling an awful lot with those
controls.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “So, I like
it hot.”

I nodded, seeing through his game at
last. “You definitely do, and you like other people to be just as
hot. That’s why you turned the temp up before you climbed
in.”

He smiled. “Well, you certainly didn’t
mind the heat.”

I thought of Mark thrusting into me as
his wife was pressed against me by my husband’s thrusts into her. I
felt a warm flush flow over me and I looked at Carl. “No, I didn’t
mind at all. The heat was just right for me.”

***

Tommy gave Sarah a signal, “Well,
we’ve got to go to break now, and I hope all you horny listeners
are buying from our sponsors. That was one hell of a hot story, and
the least you could do is pick up something from the people paying
our salaries here at Wife Swap Chronicles.” She switched off her
microphone and turned to Carole. “Good job.”

“I was really nervous.”

“You did fine, and we’re all done,
Sweetie.” Carole nodded and stood to leave, giving Sarah a nice
view of her little heart-shaped ass. “Hey Carole?”

The woman turned and looked back at
Sarah.

“Um…my husband was thinking about
getting a hot tub. Maybe we could come by some time and Carl could
give him some pointers?”

A wide, mischievous smile spread
across Carole’s face. “Anytime, Mrs. Greggor. Anytime at
all.
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The bumper music was sensual with a
heavy and smoky Louisiana flavor. Just hearing it as she sat in
front of the microphone made Sarah Greggor want to move. She’d
never really been turned on by music alone, but visions of moving
on top of, underneath of, or next to somebody while this music
played filled her head. She glanced over at Carly, her guest for
the show and smiled.

The lovely girl smiled back. She was
new to the whole swinging lifestyle, Carly could tell. It was the
look on her face, the still somewhat guilty look, like she was
doing something naughty and had just been caught. Sarah thought it
made her look adorable. She caught a movement in the engineer booth
and saw Tommy, her engineer, counting down. She waited until he
reached zero and then leaned into the microphone.

“Good evening, everyone, and welcome
to the show Prime Pinup Poontang Magazine just named the best radio
show in the adult listening category! That’s right, everyone. We’ve
been officially discovered by a little known magazine you can
probably only get as part of a bundle with Gigantic Jugs and
Amazing Ass at a liquor store near you.” Carly was chuckling, and
Sarah smiled at her again. “I’ve been listening to our bumper
music, and you better use that a lot, Tommy, because I’m so damned
horny after listening to it that I might even sleep with
you!”

Tommy smiled and broke into the sound
from his own microphone. “Sarah, I will buy you every CD that band
has ever made, download every song for you mp3 player, buy you
concert tickets, and if they don’t have any, I’ll print you a
t-shirt.”

She chuckled and said,
“Okay, everyone. While I consider if I could still handle Tommy as
my engineer if I handle Tommy…let me introduce you to our really
sexy guest, Carly. She’s got a story for us that gives a whole new
meaning to the term snow bunnies.
Welcome, Carly.”

There was an awkward silence until
Carly figured out where to direct her voice. “Um…thanks,
Sarah.”

“So, Carly, tell us about your awesome
first experience as a swapped wife slut!” The words had the effect
Sarah wanted. Carly blushed bright red. Sarah reached out and
squeezed her knee and Carly took a deep breath.

“Okay. My husband and I were on
vacation with a couple friend of ours…”

***

It had been a long drive in vacation
traffic, and when we had first found out about the mix-up with our
being given one room with two beds instead of two rooms with one
bed in each, we were ready to scream and yell, but I got them to
calm down. “I know this seems inconvenient, but it could be fun.
Maybe we can stay up all night telling ghost stories and having
pillow fights.”

“Well, the pillow fights sound pretty
good.” Steve, my friend Mary’s husband, gave my husband Jim a wink.
“We wouldn’t mind, would we, Jim?”

Jim smiled mischievously and shook his
head. “Not at all, as long as the girls agree to let us
win.”

We all laughed and the mood lightened.
The relieved desk clerk handed over the key and we followed the
service clerk as he piled our luggage onto a cart and led us to the
room on the second floor of the ski chalet.

We agreed we didn’t have much to
complain about when we finally saw the room. It was rather large
and had a small sitting area and a mini bar fully stocked and ready
to warm us up after a day on the slopes. It was a very cozy and
well-appointed room.

Mary shrugged. “It’s nice enough. Now,
are we going skiing or what?”

There followed a mad dash for the bags
and then, the bathroom, as we each got dressed for the slopes.
Eventually, we were all suited up and ready to go. Jim passed by
Mary, wearing her large ski goggles, and gave her a hug. Mary
pulled off her goggles and gave him a warning look. “Oh, I’m sorry,
I couldn’t tell who you were with those things on.”

She gave her red hair a toss. “And
this wasn’t a clue?”

Jim looked abashed, like a little
puppy, and Mary laughed. “Oh, cut it out. Let’s get
skiing.”

We all trouped out, looking forward to
a nice, exhilarating day.

Hours later, the four of us trudged
back into our room, dragging our skis and poles behind us, our
outfits soaked through from our many falls. As the snow in my blond
hair began to melt in the warmth of the room, little rivulets of
water began making their way down my back, soaking me further. I
could see the same was happening to everyone else. I slipped into a
seat and closed my eyes, exhausted after the many failed attempts
at making it down the runs in one piece. “I don’t remember being
this terrible at skiing.”

Jim answered from his place on the
small sofa. “Carly, you don’t have to remember, sweetie. I remember
how bad you were, but what really surprised me was how bad the rest
of us sucked.”

I weakly tossed a decorative pillow in
his direction that landed about three feet from his position. I
flopped back into the chair and groaned. “Oh, go ahead and blame
me. I am the bad karma.”

Jim smiled lazily, but didn’t bother
to say anything else. Mary, though, suddenly jumped up and shook
herself like a dog after a bath, her red hair flying in a bright
halo around her head. “Well, I’m not going to sit here and bemoan
the day any longer. I’m taking a shower.” No one protested, so she
headed to the bathroom.

When she was about halfway there,
though, she turned around. “You know what, I need a little warming
up before my shower.” Then, before anyone of us could ask her what
she meant, she began stripping off her soaked clothing and leaving
them in a wet pile on the carpet beside her.

I sat up, stunned. I had known Mary
for twelve years, ever since Jim had started his job at Caraway
Designers and met Steve, and I had never seen her be so bold.
Usually, I was the one dragging her into the middle of something,
but now, here I was, watching my friend disrobe in front of my
husband and me while her own husband watched. All three of us were
plastered to our seats.

Not for long, though. Mary has an
exceptional body, tall, athletic, and still curvy enough to give
her a sweet femininity. Her red hair fell in waves to her now bare,
tight little ass and, when she turned in my direction and bent down
to undo her boots and pull them off, her full breasts dangled
invitingly. In that moment, she was an unfamiliar and beautiful new
creature. I heard some rustling and looked to see both men standing
and furiously peeling off their own soaked clothing. Ski jackets
and pants and hats and gloves, all began to form a pile on the
floor.

Their eyes were on Mary as she
finished undressing, but she seemed to focus on me as she took the
last bits of wet clothing off. She faced me, standing and with her
hands rubbing her arms. I noticed the small patch of red hair above
her pussy and felt a strange flutter in mine. I looked away and sat
back in my chair.

“Now, wait a minute,” Steve said as he
took a few steps in my direction, “Mary’s sharing everything, but I
think it would be only fair if Carly got undressed,
too.”

I looked at this man who had been to
my house for dinner on numerous occasions and had, with his wife,
babysat my kids when Jim and I had wanted to have a rare date
night, and stared in awe. He was now wearing only his boxers and
was seriously suggesting that I get naked, too.

I was left speechless and, admittedly,
something more. There had been many occasions when I had admired
Steve over the years. Like his wife, he was athletic and tall, with
the long, lean torso of a swimmer. His dark hair always seemed to
artfully fall over his deep blue eyes in a way that made him seem
boyish. He also had a killer smile, that screamed charisma and it
was why he had been the point man in many deals over the years. He
drew people in and got them to do what he wanted. He was smiling
that killer smile at me now.

To my surprise, Jim didn’t object.
Instead, I saw him walk to Mary and take her in his arms. His
handsome face, square-jawed and stubbly from his afternoon shadow,
leaned toward hers and then, they kissed.

I sat in my chair, frozen with shock.
It felt like my jaw was brushing against the plush carpeting.
Still, as I watched my husband take his hands and run them along
Mary’s body, making her shiver in his arms, I could feel my own
body responding. Steve, seeming to sense my weakening protests,
crossed to me the rest of the way and pulled me up from the chair.
“I’ve always thought you were so beautiful, Carly.” He whispered as
he began to help me undress.

His hands as they lifted my clothes
from me, brushed against my body and, like his wife in my husband’s
arms, I shivered. When my top was tossed aside and I was left with
only my bra, Steve leaned in and kissed me. His mouth was very soft
but urgent, and his tongue slipped into mine forcefully. His hands
slid down from my face, over my neck and shoulders to caress my
breasts through my bra. I was still cold from the damp clothing and
I was shaking a little as his hands squeezed my breasts. He wrapped
his arms around me and pulled me tight against his muscled
body.

My own hands now began frantically
moving, slipping out of his grasp and trailing down his broad back
until, they hit the waistband of his boxers. As I slid my hands
underneath the thin material and cupped his taut ass cheeks, I
broke away from our kiss and slid my body down along his front.
With a yank, I pulled his boxers down to his ankles, freeing his
cock to jump, already hard, in front of my parted lips. At the
moment I opened my mouth and took him into its warmth, I heard a
loud groan from the direction of Jim and Mary.

I got only a brief glimpse of Mary
with Jim behind her, his hands clutching her breasts as his legs
pressed along hers and he thrust forward, pushing his cock into her
pussy. I saw his shaft bury itself in her bare pink lips, and then
my sight of them was cut off as Steve began thrusting his long cock
deep into my mouth and throat.

I had only attempted to deep throat
Jim once or twice and not very successfully, but Steve held my face
steady with his large, gentle hands and he thrust deep on the first
go. I gagged as his cock hit the back of my throat and slid deeper,
but as he moved faster, I found I could relax myself and open
wider. Soon, balancing myself with my hands against his toned
thighs, I was feeling his balls slap my chin as he made it all the
way inside my struggling mouth.

His moans began to blend with his
wife, Mary’s, and I worked faster and harder to drive him even
wilder. I began to feel a strange sense of competition with Jim,
like I was going to get my partner off faster than he was. It made
me giggle, which made me gag, and I pulled off Steve’s cock,
gasping.

Steve didn’t shove back into my mouth,
but instead, reached under my armpits and pulled me up, propelling
me to the chair I had been sitting in earlier. Grabbing at the
panties that still remained on, my final remnant of clothing, he
tore them off and pushed me to kneel on the cushion, he stepped up
with me, putting his feet to either side and straddling me as I was
bent over the back of the chair. His hands grabbed me around the
waist and lifted my ass up, pushing my body even further over the
back of the chair. I felt the head of his cock against my pussy
lips for only a moment before he had thrust forward and pushed all
the way inside my quivering folds.

My moan joined Mary’s now as her
husband fucked me so hard I thought I was going to fall out of the
chair. We bounced hard against the cushion, making the chair jump
with each thrust. I cried out with each deep thrust, feeling his
cock stroking my most sensitive spot and bringing me rapidly closer
to an orgasm. He leaned over me and his mouth kissed my back and
shoulders. My blond hair bounced up over my face and I hung my head
to let it fall away from my lips.

Then, there was an added movement and
pressure on the cushion and, suddenly, the touch of a tongue
stroked my clit and made me gasp. I felt hot breath on my pussy
lips as they were stretched by Steve’s mercilessly pounding cock. I
began shaking as my body tensed and relaxed in rhythm to the
sucking, nibbling, licking sensations that were taking over my
body.

I knew it was Mary’s mouth on my cunt,
and I knew that Jim was with her. I bent around and tried
desperately to get a glimpse of Jim. Finally, twisting at an almost
impossible angle, I could see Jim holding Mary by her legs, her
lower body suspended in the air as her upper body was slid
underneath Steve and I. I caught a brief look at his cock thrusting
into her and her tight stomach muscles clenching in response. Then,
I couldn’t hold the position and my body snapped back around to
face away from them all. Still, I felt each of them and the
overwhelming sensations caused my body to finally react, my pussy
clenching hard around Steve’s cock as I came.

Steve’s thrusts became wild until,
finally, he groaned and thrust deep, his throbbing cock matching
the spasms of my pussy as he began to spurt inside me. Before he
finished, though, he slid out and Mary’s head came up and he
slipped into her mouth and finished there, his semen filling her
throat. Now, Steve and I moved to the side, letting my husband
drive Mary forward into the cushion with one hard thrust that told
me he was coming as well. Falling over Mary’s shaking body, I put
my mouth within reach of Jim’s cock and let him pull out of Mary’s
cunt and into my open lips. I swallowed his semen and tasted the
unfamiliar taste of Mary’s pussy on his shaft as I
sucked.

Mary was still shuddering beneath me
with her own orgasm as I leaned down and gave her clit a few quick
strokes with my tongue. I had never been with another woman and I
wanted to taste her before her orgasm had passed. She was sweet and
salty from my husband’s semen mixing with her own juices and I
relished making her squirm as I licked at her. Finally, though, we
all broke apart, dropping to the floor in an exhausted tangle of
limbs.

When I opened my eyes, I spied the
perfectly made up beds in the far corner of the room and smiled. I
knew they wouldn’t stay that way for long.

***

“Um…and that’s it, I guess.” Carly was
bright red. Sarah smiled at her.

“Well, did the beds stay
made?”

“No, not for the whole weekend. We
didn’t get much skiing done either.” Carly blushed bright red
again.

“There you have it folks, sex on the
slopes, and it makes me want to go skiing.” Tommy started the
commercial break, and Sarah turned to Carly. “You did great,
sweetie. Can I ask you something?”

Carly nodded. “Um, sure. On
air?”

“Oh, no. You’re done now.” She smiled.
“That was your only time, huh, that weekend?”

Carly nodded. “Yes. I want to try it
again, but maybe not with them. I feel so awkward when we have a
barbecue.”

Sarah smiled at her and handed her a
card. “The number there is my direct cell number. Maybe if you have
some spare time, my husband and I could have you over.”
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